454                      Honors de Balzac.
a letter of yours without an answer, and I often write to you in a scramble amid the desperate struggles I maintain, which will end, perhaps, in conquering my courage.
The announcement of our grand affair is postponed to the period of the general elections, a moment when the newspapers are much read. The first number will probably appear November 15. It will be my Austerlitz, or my Waterloo.
You spoke of the material obstacles to your presence among the works at Wierzchownia ; but I own that if you understand very little my material obstacles, I understand yours still less ; I cannot conceive expense in the solitude of a steppe. Make me your bailiff, and you will see that the man who created Grand et understands domestic economy. I would rather be your bailiff than be Lord Byron ; Lord Byron was not happy, and I should be very happy.
The farther I go, the more frequent are my moments of depression and despair. This solitude and this constant toil without compensation kill me. Every day I think back to those days when the person of whom 1 have told you provisioned me with courage, and shared my labour. "What an immense loss ! What can fill it ? An image ? That image is mute and does not even look at me. But, whatever she be, and in spite of the imperfections of memory, she gilds my solitude and I can say that she enlightens it.
You cannot think how many dark distresses have resulted from the blow that deprived me of Madame de Berny. First, the tardy reparations of all my family, who did not like her, and who repeated the scene of " Clarissa Harlowe." Then, all those little things of the heart which ought to be burned, or remain in one's own possession. Her son has understood nothing of all that; he has not returned me such things, and I do not venture to ask for them. So that I, whom neither work, nor grief,t I have not even one little corner where doubt and suspicion do not enter.
